
































THE JUVENILE PORT-FOLIO, 


¢ 


FMiseellany. 


DEVOTED TO THE INSTRUCTION AND AMUSEMENT OF YOUTH. 


PIII IID LLI DILL LILLIE LLL ELIE IEEE LEED EES DAS SS BEAL ho LL So 


». 39-] SATURDAY, JULY 10, 1813. [Vot. I. 


Sth LILI IAD LL IDL ILO LDS LEE LLL SL IB SL IE LOLA LMP LL LL DS LL Lh 


MARIA ARNOLD. speak, his heart was so full: but just 

( Continued from page 150.) at this moment, Miss Maria opened her 

A VERY short time after Mr. Hen- || eyes, and seeing her father, she shrick- 
had been gone, poor Miss Maria’s || ed and fell into strong fits. He start- 
~te was discovered, and the ’squire in|} ed, and snatching her hastily up, ran 
site of all the tears and entreaties || towards the parsonage, and here the fits 
{his daughter, actually turned Miss || continuing, she————. As for poor 
{zria out of doors ; nor would he let | Mr. Arnold, he was quite overcome, 
erhave the chaise, but locking up Miss || and he wept, and took it so sorely, 
«ford, obliged her to walk home by | that we thought he would never have 
sself, and your honour knows it is | got the better of it. ‘ Oh, my Ma- 










ure, 








o long miles. All this was done in} ria,’ he said, ‘you have killed your 
wh a hurry, that nobody knew of | poor father; you have bowed him 
here: and one fine sunshine evening, with sorrow to the grave; and then he 
swe were dancing upon the green be- || kneit down by the bed-side. * Forsake 
re the parsonage house, for it was al- |) me not, my God,’ he cried, ‘in my old 
ays our Custom, as your honour knows, | age, when I am grey headed: forsake 
young woman very neatly dressed, |)me not when my strength faileth me.’ 
ppeared at one end of the village: she , He then got up to comiort Miss Maria, 
as faint and weary, and, sitting her- | but she would not be comforted, and 
‘it down, began to cry. We all left | kept crying her dear father would not 
i dancing, and went to see what was | forgive her; but he said he would, and 
fe matter: but alas! who should it he | kissed her, and then she wept a great 
ut poor Miss Maria !—Qh, I shall ne- || deal, and was quict.—All the village, 
er forget it the longest day I have to | by this time, had got round the parson- 
ve ! Her hands were clasped together, ||age, and there was not a single soul 
ad her eyes were turned towards | but what was in tears.—We all put up 
caven; she looked like an angel. | our prayers for her; but they would 
one of us could speak to her, but we | not do, she never got the better of 
} . lie 
wept, and then she gave a great sigh | it, she every day grew worse, and 
ad fell upon the ground. But alack- | sometimes would call upon Mr. Henry, 
-day ! whilst we were endeavouring to ||and complain of the cruelty of his fa- 
ring Miss Maria to life again, some- || ther, and then she would fall down up- 
i dy having told Mr. Arnold, he came jon her knees, and ask forgiveness of 
ple FCODIng breathless, and almost distract- | poor Mr. Arnold, who was almost dis- 
2, Fd, to the place, and taking his daugh- | tracted at the sight; but it is all over, 
>- Ber in his arms, he looked upon her in’ your honour, she is now happy and 
uch a maneer, snd ee ape us, and , may maaren reward her as she de- 
1. 2 towards Heaven, that it almost } serves! 
k- Broke our hearts; for he could net} What my sensations were, sir, dur- 
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ing thi 
judge. I can only say, that I felt my-| 
s lf so overpowered, by the sudden and 
shocking piece of information, that void 
of strength, I sunk into a chair, faint, 
and unable to express the agony of my, 
mind. ‘The rapturous ideas of happi- 
ness with which I had fondly heated 
my imagination, were now no more ; 
in their place, a scene, of all others the 
most distressing to my heart, prese:.ted 
itself; the image of my worthy Arnold 


stretched weeping on the body of 748 I 


Maria, of that Maria, whose innocence 
and simplicity were so dear to me.— 
Qh, sir, even now my soul shudders at 
the recollection of this dreadful mo- 
ment. Accursed be the wretch that 
brought thee low, thou gentlest of the 
forms of virtue! May anguish torture 
his corrupted heart! Little wert thou 
able to contend with misery such as 
this, with the pang of disappointed 
love, and the brutal violence of un- 


feeling passion, for thou wert mild as 
Patience, ** who,” 
Her meek bands folded on her modest 
breast, 
In mute submission lifts the acoring eye 
Even to the stormthbat wrecks her. 
( To be continue: in our next.) 
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LACONICKS, NO. 1l. 


Life is adivine gitt: whatever hasa 
tendency to render it miserable, is na- 
turally an object of aversion,’ when- 
ever it makes its appearance in its real 
character. 

‘To make ourselves unhappy by anx- 
iety, and toil after imaginary objects | 
that we cannot command, and which in 
all probability, would afford no real 
good to the possessor, may properly be 
classed with that species of evil which 
receives the unalterable impression of 
vanity. Life is said to bea state of cri- 
al; but was it conformed as it ought co 
be, to the direction of its author, it |! 
would escape many of those evils to 
which, in its deviations, it seems un-' 
avoidably doomed. We cannot iive | 
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recital, IT must leave you to| expedient to divest ourselves of 


those concerns that improperly encro, 
upon the enjoyments of which Py, 
dence intended we should partake, 

Lqui 


THE BATCHELOR. 
Mr. Editor, 


I am certainly a friend to the lag 
although I seldom flutter at their ley; 
and though I am often dubbed by { 
lips, a batchelor morose, and surly ; | 
am not insensible to the charms 
beauty, or female excellence. My q 
tage is never visited by the sex, ex 
a maiden aunt, who was twenty ye 
of age, thirty-three years since, 
who: now and then calls to exhort 
to matrimony ; and, in short, the go 
old creature details her subject wi 
such pathetic eloquence, that I alm 
resolve on conversion. But during 
pilgrimage in this world, I have prof 
ed much by forty years experienc 
while in my teens, the fantasies of |o 
danced around my volatile imaginati 
and often bewildered and confound 
my romantic senses. But no soa 
had sober manhood come to my asi 
tance, than I renounced all the allu 
ments of love, and yielded to seri 
reflection. It is twenty-four years, | 
November, since I bid adieu to the fi 
of Camilla. Were I to describe } 
with the emotions I then felt, I sho 
invoke tropes, metaphors, poetry, 
sic, and all the fine arts to my ass 
tance. I wrote several sonnets to 
_eye-brow, a long elegy on the death 
her kitten, and bewailed in true eleg 
| the bloody catastrophe of a prick of hi 
little finger, I can safely say I th 
thought my time most nobly employe 





|a singie smile was a rich compensatit 





for the loss of several nights  slee 

| But the eye of reason has since bet 
seine ag 

purified; and Camilla is no more 

siehddens My superior in age and 2 

she knew how to entrap an unwa 

lover 5 a proficient in coquetry, s! 





again, ai id were our onsid: rations en- 
lightened by wisdom, we might find it ) 


| never wanted a smile to calm, nor 
|frown to repel. Nature had given 
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beautiful curve to her lips, and scatter- 
ed vermilion over her cheek, and pro- 

er attention to her person had improv- 
ed the softness that nature gave her. 
But her disposition, or in other words, 
her heart, was a good representative of 
Pandora’s box. I could no sooner quit 
her presence, than her scandalous tongue 
began to attack me, at all points, and no 
poor being could be better caricatured 
than I. She would sometimes, call me 
a sign post likeness of human nature, 
a monkey on stilts ; and even propos- 
ed hiring me to stand by the meeting 
house, during a thunder storm, to ward 
off lightening. I little thought, while 
in her presence, that similar treatment 
to others, rendered it possible for her 
to serve me with the same sauce, but 
my mistake has been a valuable lesson ; 
and I am now determined, in precisely 
seven years from this time, to take a 
wife, and, to prevent all deception, shall 
court by proxy. ‘Then, the eyes and 


ears will not lead my heart and under-| 
standing astray, and with common for-| 


tune, I shall fulfil these four commands 
of the sage, viz. to build a house, plant 


a tree, take a wife, and raise children. 
A Batchelor. 
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ELEGANT ESSAYS AND SELECTIONS. 
True Religion. 

False ideas may be entertained of re- 
ligion, as false and imperfect concep- 
tions of virtue, have often prevailed in 
the world. But to true religion, there 
belongs no sullen gloom ; no melancho- 
ly austerity, tending to withdraw men 
from human society, or to diminish the 
exertions of active virtue. On the con- 
trary, the religious principle, rightly 
understood, not only unites with all such 
virtues, but supports, fortifies, and con- 
firms them. It is so far from obscur- 
ing the lustre of a character, that it 
heightens and ennobles it. 
all the moral virtues, a venerable au-; 
thoritative dignity. It renders the vir- 
tuous character more august. 'T’o the 
decorations of a palace, it joins the ma- 
jesty of a temple. 


AND LITERARY MISCELLANY. 








GLEANINGS, 

Hear, and learn to be silent © 
Be silent, and learn to understand. 
Undersiand, and tearn to rémember. 
Remem ber, and learn to do accordingly. 
All you know, tell it not. 
All you see, juidge it not. 
All you hear, believe it not. 
All you can do, do it not. 
Goods fost, some loss. 
Courage lost, much loss. 
Honour lost, more loss. 
Soul lost, ali tose. 
By going to church, you hinder not. 
By giving alms, you impoverish not. 
(3) being unjust, you enrich not. 
By lying, you profit not. 

Whenever you speak any thing, think first, 
and Jook cautiously when you speak, and 
tu whom you speak, and of whom you 


speak, lest you bring yourself into great 
trouble. 
REVENGE. 


The root of revenge is in the weakness 
of the soul ; the most abject and timorous are 
the most addicted to it 

Who torture those they hate, and murder 
those they rob but cowards ? 

The feeling an injury must be previous to the 
revenging it, but the noble mind disdaineth to 
say, it hurts me. 

If the injury is not below thy notice, he that 
doth it unto thee, in thar maketh himself so: 
wouldst thou enter the list with thine infe- 
rior ? 

Disdain the man who attempteth to wrong 
thee, contemn him who would give thee dis- 
quiet. 

In this thou not only preservest thine own 
peace, but thou inflictest ail the punishment of 
revenge, without stooping to employ it ners nst 
him. 

As the tempest and the thunder affect not 
the sun or the stars, but spend their fury on 














It adds to| 


stones and trees below; so injuries ascend not 
to the souls of the great, but waste themselves 
on those who offered them. 
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A Wag in love, to his sweetheart. 


Most amiable Miss, 

After long consideration, of the great repre- 
sentation, which you have in your nation, for my 
preservation, IU feel an inclination, to become 
your relation, to give demonstration, of this my 
estimation, without equivocation, lam making 
preparacion, to a speedy navigation, to remove 
my habitation, to a nearer situation, to pay you 
adoration, for the sake of conversation ; if this 
my declaration, may bu: meet your approbation, 
i will confer an obligation, with your estima- 
tion, from generation to generation, 


—2 + eo 





Truth is born with us, and we must do yi- 


' olence to nature to shake off our veracity. 
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On the death of cAPTAIN JAMES LAWRENCE, 
and those who fell with him, in the engagement 
between the Chesapeake and Shannon, une 1st, 
1813. 


How sleep the brave, who sink to rest, 
By all their country’s wishes biest ! 
When spring with dewy fingers cold, 
Returns to deck their hallowed mould, 
She there shall dress a sweeter sod, 
Than fancy’s feet have ever trod. 

By fairy hands their knell is rung, 

By forms unseen their dirge is sung ; 
There HONOUR comes a PILGRIM grey, 
To bless the turf that wraps their clay, 
And rreenpom™ shall awhile repair, 

To dwell a weeping HERMIT there. 


Adenda, on reading the above. 
Above their dust, no sculpture tow’rs, 
Their simple tomb to shade, 
But friendship’s tear shall drench the turf 
That’s on their bosoms laid; 
For every drop that trickles forth 
From balmy friendship’s eye, 
More testifies departed worth, 
Than pageants rear'd on high. 


he Cee 


SYMPATHY. 
Ah! why was the tear formed to flow, 
O’ef the anguish it cannot retrieve ? 
Or the sigh for the victim of woe, 
When the means are too scant to re- 
lieve ? 
Must the bosom of sympathy mourn ? 
Must friendship and virtue repine ? 
Must the heart that is tender be torn, 
When its passion is pure and divine ? 
Yes, pity must often befriend, 
And the heart that has feeling must grieve, 
When the hand is forbid to extend, 
And the wish is the all we can give. 
Bat the heart that has wishes to bless, 
Reflects the same pleasure that’s given, 
And the tear that can drop at distress, 
Is an alms that’s accepted in heaven. 


=e >On 


WAR AND PEACE. 
‘ryrant, father of despair, 
Nursling of the polar air, 


Smeared with drops of human gore, 


Girt in rugged steel around, 
Wreathes of poisonous helebore 
Round thy lurid temples bound :— 
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il Bloody falchions, black despair, 


Flaming swords with deathful glare, 
Pale eyed famine, malice dire, 
Moody madness, rage’s ire, 

All upon thy course attend, 

And thy empire wide extend :— 
O! then turn thy steps away, 
Tyrant, monster, quit thy prey. 
Peace, thou goddess from above, 
Borne on downy wings of love, 
Grac’d with mildness in thine eye, 
Placid as the beams of morning ; 
Olive boughs of vernal dye, 

Thy benignant brows adorning :— 
Come, reveal thy form serene, 





t 
|| Where contentment fain would dwell, 
|| Beautify the living scene, 


| Animate the choral swell ; 

| For ’tis thine, O peace to shew, 

Health’s radiant blush, and pleasures glow. 

Implements of manly toil, 

Vigorous nerves, and fruitful soil, 

Laughing plenty, smiling vales, 

Fragrant towers, refreshing gales, 

Concord, amity, ahd bliss, 

Thy imprinted footsteps kiss :-— 

Hasten PEACE, appear, appear, 

Bless every month that links the circling 
year. 


Se 


On some Snow melting on a Lady’s bosom. 
The envious snow comes down in haste, 

To prove thy breast less fair ; 
But grieves to see itself surpast, 

And melts into a tear. 


—23 > Se— 


RELIGION !—In that heavenly word, 
What treasures, all divine, are stor’d! 
Descending from the realms above, 

Her object man—her errand love : 

She comes to soften all our doom, 

Invite earth’s wretched wanderers home ; 
Direct the soul, and lead the way 

To brighter worlds and endless day. 


Two lawyers, riding out of town, 

O’ertook an honest country clown, 

And riding up each side his mule, 

One cries: Well, Hodge, most knave or 
fool? 

Quoth Hodge, I cannot say in troth, 

But think I’m just between them both. 
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Hence away; nor dare to steal 

Where contentment fain would dwell ; 
Hence thy horrid form conceal, 
Tyrant, savage, cruel, fell :— 

For ’tis thine O war! to forge 
Yyranny’s despotic scourge, 
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